THE COMMON ENEMY

lose sight of his hands for one moment of time.
If I was to keep him covered, I could not
even open the door. In a word, I was a one-
armed man. As such, it seemed painfully
clear that I had shot my bolt.
Suddenly the brakes were applied, and the
car came to rest.
Not daring to turn my head, ,1 strained
my ears.
I heard a door open and one of the police
descend. He shut the door behind him and
walked ahead. ...
The next moment a windlass creaked.
We had come to a level crossing, and, since
there was no keeper, the man was raising the
bars.
The creaking stopped, and I heard the
man walk on to the further bar.
I had expected to hear the further windlass,
but, though my ears were pricked, I could
hear no sound but the steady mutter of the
engine and the hurried slam of my heart.
So for perhaps two minutes. Then the
second policeman alighted and followed the
first.
As I heard his footfalls retreating, I knew
that this was my chance to leave the car,
but the moment I moved I saw Grieg's left
hand quiver and, inwardly raging, I held my
pistol still.
"Stalemate/' said Grieg. "I told you.
You're------well stuck/'
Then the second windlass creaked, and
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